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Ⅰ．テキストの語りと幻想的空間の生成






He had charge of a small clay storehouse with a dried-grass roof, and pretended to keep a correct account of 










They were two perfectly insignificant and incapable individuals, whose existence is only rendered possible 
through the high organization of civilized crowds. Few men realize that their life, the very essence of their 
character, their capabilities and their audacities, are only the expression of their belief in the safety of their 
surroundings. The courage, the composure, the confidence; the emotions and principles; every great and 
every insignificant thought belongs not to the individual but to the crowd: to the crowd that believes blindly 
in the irresistible force of its institutions and of its morals, in the power of its police and of its opinion. But the 
contact with pure unmitigated savagery, with primitive nature and primitive man, brings sudden and profound 
“An Outpost of Progress” における虚の構造





1） Joseph Conrad, “An Outpost of Progress,” Almayer’s Folly and Tales of Unrest (Collected Edition of the Works of 




trouble into the heart. To the sentiment of being alone of one’s kind, to the clear perception of the loneliness 
of one’s thoughts, of one’s sensations―to the negation of the habitual, which is safe, there is added the 
affirmation of the unusual, which is dangerous; a suggestion of things vague, uncontrollable, and repulsive, 
whose discomposing intrusion excites the imagination and tries the civilized nerves of the foolish and the 

















They also found some old copies of a home paper. That print discussed what it was pleased to call “Our 
Colonial Expansion” in high-flown language. It spoke much of the rights and duties of civilization, of the 
sacredness of the civilizing work, and extolled the merits of those who went about bringing light, and faith 
and commerce to the dark places of the earth. Carlier and Kayerts read, wondered, and began to think better 
of themselves. Carlier said one evening, waving his hand about, “In a hundred years, there will be perhaps 
a town here. Quays, and warehouse, and barracks, and―and―billiard-rooms. Civilization, my boy, and 
virtue―and all. And then, chaps will read that two good fellows, Kayerts and Carlier, were the first civilized 



























































Then, one morning, as Kayerts and Carlier, lounging in their chairs under the verandah, talked about 
the approaching visit of the steamer, a knot of armed men came out of the forest and advanced towards the 
station. They were strangers to that part of the country. They were tall, slight, draped classically from neck to 
heel in blue fringed cloths, and carried percussion muskets over their bare right shoulders. Makola showed 
signs of excitement, and ran out of the storehouse ( where he spent all his days ) to meet these visitors. They 
came into the courtyard and looked about them with steady, scornful glances. Their leader, a powerful and 
determined-looking negro with bloodshot eyes, stood in front of the verandah and made a long speech. He 
gesticulated much, and ceased very suddenly.
There was something in his intonation, in the sounds of the long sentences he used, that startled the 
two whites. It was like a reminiscence of something not exactly familiar, and yet resembling the speech of 
civilized men. It sounded like one of those impossible languages which sometimes we hear in our dreams.
“What lingo is that?” said the amazed Carlier. “In the first moment I fancied the fellow was going to speak 
French. Anyway, it is a different kind of gibberish to what we ever heard.”
“Yes,” replied Kayerts. “Hey, Makola, what does he say? Where do they come from? Who are they?”
But Makola, who seemed to be standing on hot bricks, answered hurriedly, “I don’t know. They come from 












There were ten station men who had been left by the Director. Those fellows, having engaged themselves 
to the Company for six months ( without having any idea of a month in particular and only a very faint notion 
of time in general ), had been serving the cause of progress for upwards of two years. Belonging to a tribe 
from a very distant part of the land of darkness and sorrow, they did not run away, naturally supposing that 
as wandering strangers they would be killed by the inhabitants of the country; in which they were right. They 
lived in straw huts on the slope of a ravine overgrown with reedy grass, just behind the station buildings. 
They were not happy, regretting the festive incantations, the sorceries, the human sacrifices of their own land; 
where they also had parents, brothers, sisters, admired chiefs, respected magicians, loved friends, and other 
ties supposed generally to be human. Besides, the rice rations served out by the Company did not agree with 
them, being a food unknown to their land, and to which they could not get used. Consequently they were 

















“I can hardly believe it,” said Kayerts, tearfully. “We took care of them as if they had been our children.”
“They went with the coast people,” said Makola after a moment of hesitation.
“What do I care with whom they went―the ungrateful brutes!” exclaimed the other. Then with sudden 
suspicion, and looking hard at Makola, he added: “What do you know about it?”
Makola moved his shoulders, looking down on the ground. “What do I know? I think only. Will you come 
and look at the ivory I’ve got there? It is a fine lot. You never saw such.”
He moved towards the store. Kayerts followed him mechanically, thinking about the incredible desertion of 





“What did you give for it?” asked Kayerts, after surveying the lot with satisfaction. 
“No regular trade,” said Makola. “They brought the ivory and gave it to me. I told them to take what they 
most wanted in the station. It is a beautiful lot. No station can show such tusks. Those traders wanted carriers 
badly, and our men were no good here. No trade, no entry in books; all correct.”
Kayerts nearly burst with indignation. “Why!” he shouted, “I believe you have sold our men for these 
tusks!” Makola stood impassive and silent. “I―I―will―I,” stuttered Kayerts. “You fiend!” he yelled out.
“I did the best for you and the Company,” said Makola, imperturbably. “Why you shout so much? Look at 
this tusk.”
“I dismiss you! I will report you―I won’t look at the tusk. I forbid you to touch them. I order you to throw 
them into the river. You―you!”
“You very red, Mr. Kayerts. If you are so irritable in the sun, you will get fever and die―like the first 
chief!” pronounced Makola impressively. ( pp. 103-104 )
3） ここで描かれている人足達の状況の基層には、異文化接触の問題が存在する。テキストの語りの主体には、

























Next morning they saw Makola very busy setting up in the yard the big scales used for weighing ivory. By 
and by Carlier said: “What’s that filthy scoundrel up to?” and lounged out into the yard. Kayerts followed. 
They stood watching. Makola took no notice. When the balance was swung true, he tried to lift a tusk into 
the scale. It was too heavy. He looked up helplessly without a word, and for a minute they stood round that 
balance as mute and still as three statues. Suddenly Carlier said: “Catch hold of the other end, Makola―you 
beast!” and together they swung the tusk up. Kayerts trembled in every limb. He muttered, “I say! O! I say!” 
and putting his hand in his pocket found there a dirty bit of paper and the stump of a pencil. He turned his 
back on the others, as if about to do something tricky, and noted stealthily the weights which Carlier shouted 
out to him with unnecessary loudness. When all was over Makola whispered to himself: “The sun’s very 
strong here for the tusks.” Carlier said to Kayerts in a careless tone: “I say, chief, I might just as well give him 
a lift with this lot into the store.”
As they were going back to the house Kayerts observed with a sigh: “It had to be done.” And Carlier said: 
“It’s deplorable, but, the men being Company’s men the ivory is Company’s ivory. We must look after it.” “I 


































Kayerts and Carlier did not disappear, but remained above on this earth, that, somehow, they fancied had 
become bigger and very empty. It was not the absolute and dumb solitude of the post that impressed them so 
much as an inarticulate feeling that something from within them was gone, something that worked for their 
safety, and had kept the wilderness from interfering with their hearts. The images of home; the memory of 
people like them, of men that thought and felt as they used to think and feel, receded into distances made 
indistinct by the glare of unclouded sunshine. And out of the great silence of the surrounding wilderness, its 
very hopelessness and savagery seemed to approach them nearer, to draw them gently, to look upon them, to 











They had long ago reckoned their percentages on trade, including in them that last deal of “this infamous 
Makola.” They had also concluded not to say anything about it. Kayerts hesitated at first―was afraid of the 
Director. 
“He has seen worse things done on the quiet,” maintained Carlier, with a hoarse laugh. “Trust him! He 
won’t thank you if you blab. He is no better than you or me. Who will talk if we hold our tongues? There is 
nobody here.”
That was the root of the trouble! There was nobody there; and being left there alone with their weakness, 












One day after a lunch of boiled rice, Carlier put down his cup untasted, and said: “Hang it all! Let’s have a 
decent cup of coffee for once. Bring out that sugar, Kayerts!”
“For the sick,” muttered Kayerts, without looking up.
“For the sick,” mocked Carlier. “Bosh! . . . Well! I am sick.”
“You are no more sick than I am, and I go without,” said Kayerts in a peaceful tone.
“Come! out with that sugar, you stingy old slave-dealer.”
Kayerts looked up quickly. Carlier was smiling with marked insolence. And suddenly it seemed to Kayerts 
that he had never seen that man before. Who was he? He knew nothing about him. What was he capable of? 
There was a surprising flash of violent emotion within him, as if in the presence of something undreamt-of, 
dangerous, and final. But he managed to pronounce with composure―
“That joke is in very bad taste. Don’t repeat it.”
“Joke!” said Carlier, hitching himself forward on his seat. “I am hungry―I am sick―I don’t joke! I hate 
hypocrites. You are a hypocrite. You are a slave-dealer. I am a slave-dealer. There’s nothing but slave-dealers 
in this cursed country. I mean to have sugar in my coffee to-day, anyhow!”
“I forbid you to speak to me in that way,” said Kayerts with a fair show of resolution.
“You!―What?” shouted Carlier, jumping up.
Kayerts stood up also. “I am your chief,” he began, trying to master the shakiness of his voice.
“What?” yelled the other. “Who’s chief? There’s no chief here. There’s nothing here: there’s nothing but 
you and I. Fetch the sugar―you pot-bellied ass.”
“Hold your tongue. Go out of this room,” screamed Kayerts. “I dismiss you―you scoundrel!”
Carlier swung a stool. All at once he looked dangerously in earnest. “You flabby, good-for-nothing 
civilian―take that!” he howled.
Kayerts dropped under the table, and the stool struck the grass inner wall of the room. ( pp. 110-111 ) 


















What was it all about? He thought it must be a horrible illusion; he thought he was dreaming; he thought he 
was going mad! After a while he collected his senses. What did they quarrel about? That sugar! How absurd! 
He would give it to him―didn’t want it himself. And he began scrambling to his feet with a sudden feeling 
of security. But before he had fairly stood upright, a commonsense reflection occurred to him and drove him 
back into despair. He thought: If I give way now to that brute of a soldier, he will begin this horror again 
tomorrow―and the day after―every day―raise other pretensions, trample on me, torture me, make me his 
slave―and I will be lost! Lost! The steamer may not come for days―may never come. He shook so that he 
had to sit down on the floor again. He shivered forlornly. He felt he could not, would not move any more. He 
was completely distracted by the sudden perception that the position was without issue―that death and life 











































解においては、西洋市民社会の精神文化的背景を考慮する必要があるだろう。Conrad 作品では、例えば “Heart 
of Darkness” や Lord Jim などにおいて、主要人物の死が設定されている。各作品における死の意味を、構造
論的に比較し検討することが重要であろう。
